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Preface 

It may be not uninteresting to the reader 
of these ^^Vidons" to learn how they came 
to be written. To a greater degree than the 
average person, perhaps, I have always pos- 
sessed a faculty of losing myself to a sense 
of present surroimdings while dwelling pass- 
ivdy in a world of imagmation. I remember 
that habitually after dark, over a muddy 
country road which stretched between wood- 
land and marshland, I used to walk for two 
miles, seldom conscious of a single step, vol- 
untarily entering into abstraction to keep 
m3rself from being frightened by the isola- 
tion. Instead of a dark, muddy road, I 
travelled wherever I chose. And all too 
frequently for my class credits during school 
and college days, by the voice of an instructor 
who awaited with impatience the answer to 
a question which had fallen on my unheeding 
ears, I have been recalled from scnne vivid 
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scene on which my eyes had never rested, or 
out of some experience which I had never 
really known. 

In spite of this characteristic I have always 
categoried myself as one of those persons 
whose mind is of the practical, reasoning 
type, somewhat inclined to be skeptical of 
that which cannot be demonstrated and ex- 
plained. This being my picture of myself, 
the reader will comprehend that the unusual 
way in which these allegories came to be 
written was perhaps a greater surprise to 
myself, the author of them, than it is likely 
to be to any one else. At the present time 
I am possessed of no settled conviction ex- 
plaining the phenomena. 

About eleven o'clock one night I was lying 
on a couch, not yet ready for bed, passively 
resting. I think the room was dimly lighted. 
On the surface of the wall before me I was 
suddenly startled to see a written sentence. 
The writmg appeared to be on a black sur- 
face, in a thin chalk line, without shading, 
tlie downward strokes slightly rounding. I 
should know the handwriting an3nvhere to- 
day. The sentence occupied two lines, and 
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read: "The oft repeated word shall be to 

thee a sign of ." I struggled to 

know what the blank should be as when one 
tries to recall something in a dream. Then 
I saw a white hand with long taper fingers 
writing in the word: "Truth." I was 
strangely thrilled. Almost immediately a 
series of pictures passed like a kaleidoscope 
before my mind. At the end of the first 
series, I was impelled to get up and write 
down a description of the moving pano- 
rama. 

I did so in the first and plainest words that 
came into my mind. I lay down, and a sec- 
ond series of pictures occurred I arose and 
wrote the description; and so for a third 
time. The process was beginning again 
when I said to the kaleidoscope operator, 
"Turn it off, turn it off! The hour is late 
and I must sleep." In the morning I read 
what I had written. I thought the pictures 
impressive and I liked the soimd of the rhyth- 
mic prose, little, if any, of which I have ever 
foimd it advantageous to alter from the 
original writing. This applies especially to 
the first and diorter "Visions." At first it 
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did not occur to me that there mi^t be a 
meanii^; in them. I expected none, and 
looked for none.'^ I read them over for the 
rhythm alone, and for the painted picture. 
But suddenly I saw a meaning in one, ''My 
feet are on a Rock." Then I looked for 
meanings in the rest. I hope the search by 
the reader for intopretation may not be un- 
availing. 

In recdving the ''Visions/' I not only saw 
the pictures, but experienced intensely each 
emotion described. In truth, not a few of 
them are more pictures of changing emo- 
tions, as is music, than they are jH^senta* 
tions of my thought. 

The "Visions" began coming at all times 
and places, often quite inopportunely. How* 
ever, if I were too much occupied, they 
waited patiently for attention. I well re- 
m^nber that "I lie on a cold and frozen 
waste," began at a lecture, the first scene 

* The first one, ''My hands support the vehicle,'^ 
was never anything but words to me, until an inter- 
pretation was suggested by F. S., when we both per- 
ceived Qat it was the natural introduction to the 
whole. 
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remaining stationary in my mind for two 
hours, tmtil I returned home and lay down. 
The later and longer allegories I often found 
it more difficult to put into words, because 
the vividness of the pictures had left before 
the time of writing. I also came to look for 
a meaning while the pictures were being pre- 
sented, although I endeav(»:ed not to do so, 
as I found that this factor altered the style 
of the writing. The exhortation, "Let no 
man ask me for interpretations," followed an 
attempt to read to one who did not imder- 
stand. You must meet my thought with 
your thought, my emotion with your emo- 
tion, else we shall be forever strangers. 

"The Oft Repeated Word," I think must 
be "Fear not," so often had I the sensation 
of hazard, then of yielding, then of protec- 
tion; and since "the song is to the singer, 
and comes back most to him," perhaps I, 
more than most, have needed the message of 
trust — trust in the Love at the Heart of 
Creation. 

Some persons I find over ready to com- 
mend that which another has commended; 
and fearful to do so where another has not. 
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For such persons I have written these 
stanzas: 

I shall not stoop to beg for that 

Which should my freehold be. 
Must show my badge, and speak my name? 
Dost wait for others* praise or blame? 

Hast eyeSy and cannot see? 

For him who sees with others' eyes 
The world nor God no Glory knows: 

Th3^self for treasure search and find; 

Trust thine own heart and let thy mind 
Full freedom ever choose. 

The large proportion of mankind "see with 
others' eyes"; but I have been most for- 
timate in that so many to whom these "Vis- 
ions" have been read in manuscript form 
have dared to see with their own. To their 
discernment and appreciation I owe much, 
and I thank them. 
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Among such friends are two, 

Florence Elmire Saxby, 

whose comprehension and enjoyment of the 
first few Allegories written made it seem 
worth while to continue writing them; and 

Henry Victor Morgan, 

to whose warm conmiendation of other 
things previously written, but not yet 
printed, was probably due the impulse to 
write out even the first of the Allegories: 

To which two friends it is my joy to dedi- 
cate this Volume. 

The Author. 
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The Oft Repeated Word Shall Be to Thee 

a Sign of Truth 

My hands support the vehicle. The 
double headed serpoit lyeth near. It rears 
itself on end to where my feet are lightly 
poised. It changeth to a long billed bird. 
It dippeth in the f oimL It doth its plum- 
age prune. It resteth on the um. It doth 
arise and hover in slow circles round. It 
flyeth swiftly to the land of ni^t. 
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Let no man ask me for interpreta" 
tions. The paths you have followed 
will have taught you to interpret that 
which is for you. Neither my words 
nor those of any being can incarnate 
in you that which you have not lived 
either in spirit or in flesh; and as you 
walk with me beware lest blundering 
hands and feet or toneless words dese^ 
crate the high and holy places. 
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Life is Progression 

My feet axe on a rock. My shoulders are 
back. A smile is on my lips. The sun is on 
my white flesh, and the waters, too, love the 
sun. I shade my eyes with my hand. I see 
the distant shore and the long low line of 
roofs. The green water froths and surges 
round. I plimge in and reach out arm above 
arm with valiant strokes. But now I love 
the cool waters. Will they make a home for 
me? I dose my eyes and smk beneath the 
waves. But no — ^I swim again; I only tried 
my strength. And now my feet are on the 
gleaming sand. I arise and face the sim. I 
see that I have wings that sparkle with the 
bright drops. I knew it dimly when I stood 
on the rock but had forgotten as I struggled 
with the waves. 
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Story of the Pearl 

A loiterer stood by the sands of the sea. 
On the damp beach he found a pearL He 
loved its lustre and its shining light. He 
caressed it with his eyes. He laid it on his 
bosom, and then he remembered it not He 
travelled far and thou^^t of many things. 
One day he looked again but the pearl no 
longer shone. It had lost its whiteness be- 
cause he wore it. He cast it back to the 
dark waves from whence it came. It shim- 
mered again in their virgin depths and for- 
got its shame and remembered only that it 
came from God. 
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Love Reveals Reality 

A woman stands and beckons to me with 
her hands. She is gaunt and tall and the 
wind blows her uncouth garments. She 
starts away and hurries down the yellow 
hillside. I know that I must follow. Her 
feet are swift and I am breathless as I step 
from rock to rock. The boulders bruise my 
feet. She waits at the foot of a ledge for me 
and we sit in the shade of a tall difi. She 
smiles at me and I see that she is not tall and 
gaimt, but beautiful, with supple arms and 
lifted lips. I would kneel to her but she per- 
mits it not. She approaches and lies in my 
arms and her eyes are closed. The universe 
listens while my heart beats. I now per- 
ceive that she is a Goddess. She sleeps and 
I know that I may carry her where I will. 
My arms fed a strength they never knew. 
I know a pleasant grotto in the valley. I 
will take her there to dwell with me. She 
will open her eyes and smile and will love the 
grotto I have found. 



17 



A Mother's Vision 

I lie on a cold and frozen waste. The 
skins of animals cover me and the long hairs 
prick my flesh. I loose my garments but the 
cold winds do not chill me for the blood 
bounds in my veins. I lie and wait and 
gaze at the cold stars and know not why I 
wait. And the foundations of earth tremble. 
I see the brightest star of all and hold forth 
my arms to it. It floats gently down through 
the roadless imiverse as softly as a petal falls* 
to earth. It nestles beneath my heart. It 
feels my pulse. My breath warms it. My 
arms surround it, and now I see it has be- 
come a new-bom child. I seem to sleep and 
dream and in my dream I know that the 
child shall grow and travel far to simny lands 
where I would go but cannot. All things 
hinder me and hold me fast. And as he 
journeys he speaks to the trees and they 
know him and obey and move their giant 
limbs and the leaves sing music in his ears. 
He beckons to men. They follow him and 
he leads them to places that they cannot 
find. And now I do perceive that I am in 
his heart and move his hands and feet. 
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Faith Finds the Path 

A daxk opening like a mouth! Sparks of 
flame are belching forth! I see that it is a 
crater and now smoke begins to ascend. The 
hillside is black with people fleeing like fright- 
ened ants. But I stand firmly and the sand 
covers my feet. I am not afraid. 

I hear the music of distant waterfalls. I 
no longer stand on the hillside but in the 
swift current of a stream. My feet take 
long strides from rock to rock and the fast 
waters wash the sand from my feet. The 
current bears me not down. I stoop and 
touch my breast to the whirling waters and 
the rushing is in my ears. And now I see 
that flocks of people have come to the 
stream. They are weary and out of breath 
and fling their arms. But I, I know not 
how I came. 
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Trust Brings Peace 

Again I stand on a hillside of barren rock 
and sand. The pebbles slip and I cling to 
the jagged rock and my fingers bruise. The 
valley seems to recede imder the hill, till I 
hang alone in space and my feet swing gro- 
tesquely. I cry in terror to the roimd-f aced 
moon that is opposite and no higher than I. 
It remains cold and sullen. I can no longer 
cling. I jdeld and open my hands. I seem 
to be a saucy child floating gently down. 
The hearth and the shining streams know 
me and speak their hearts to me. I walk on 
the river bottom and my bare feet push the 
pebbles about. I smile back at earth and 
float along and am at rest. And now the 
moon smiles. 

And when I say the moon, I, too, seem to 
be the moon. And when I speak of stars I 
myself am they. And when I speak of earth 
or streams or rocks or waves I know they 
dwell in me and I in them, and I am all there 
is. I see that I am male and female and 
know the heart of each and all and every- 
thing. 
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Help Shall Come 

I stand on a low island. The waters lap 
my feet. They rise and crowd me back- 
ward imtil I stand among the smgle climip 
of trees. I draw m3rself up among the 
branches to evade the rising waters. Higher 
and higher I climb mitil I have reached the 
top. The waves are at my feet. They 
creep up from ankle to knee — to waist — to 
neck. I must loose my hold from the 
branches or I shall be drawn beneath the 
surface. I find that I can swim. Oh, this 
broad expanse of blue ! My eyes cannot see 
the horizon and I do not know which way to 
direct my efforts. Exhaustion comes and yet 
I must keep on. Every muscle in my body 
aches and despair fills my soul. A black 
mcxister with wide jaws looms before me, but 
I heed not. As well one end as another! 
But no, a shining figure intervenes between 
us, reaches down protecting arms and draws 
me from the water. Upward we pass, while 
I rest, as a child on its mother's bosom. The 
whirling atmosphere is sweet to my nostrils. 
I sleep and wake to find myself on the main- 
land, safe and seciure. 
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A Dafs Journey 

I am on a rounded stone beneath a tree. 
A long road lies before me. I rise and gaze 
each way. I start forward. My eyes are 
on the dusty earth. I look up and see the 
blue sky through the arching elms. The 
birds flit by against the blue. Do they won- 
der who I am? I am thirsty. My tongue 
protrudes. I kneel and stretch my arms up- 
ward. Useless. I arise and brush the diist 
from my knees. I reach a well by the side 
of the road. My face looks back at me, and 
I wonder, " Is that I "? There is green slime 
on the damp boards, but still I drink and am 
refreshed. My steps are stronger now. I go 
forward and reach the open. I see my des- 
tination and wonder, "Shall I be welcome?*' 
My hostess comes to the door and stands in 
the sunlight. She smiles and reaches forth 
her hands. I enter and am at rest. 
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Thm Shall Pay in Full 

A stately palm spreads its leaves near the 
shore of a broad and placid river. A trav- 
eller approaches and stands beneath. He 
longs to eat of the luscious fruit it bears and 
to fill his basket. His amois reach forth but 
he cannot gather the fruit; for the limbs swing 
away just beyond his grasp. And now I see 
approaching the owner of the tree, calm and 
unhurried, for he does not fear. His tree is 
a magic tree and he knows that no thief can 
rob him of its fruit. The traveller holds out 
his hands and supplicates: '^ Behold I am 
hungry and would eat of thy fruit but I have 
not money to buy of thee." The brilliant- 
hued birds that rest in the tree cease their 
singing. The owner of the tree silently takes 
the traveller's basket and fills it till it can 
hold no more, and holds it forth to the trav- 
eller. But their eyes meet not. The traveller 
departs but e'er he has reached the place 
where he would rest he perceives that his 
basket has lightened and holds no fruit. 
With unwilling feet he returns to the owner 
who again fills the basket and asks no ques- 
tion. The traveller ponders and at last takes 
from his garments a purse, and from the 
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purse a sflver coin, the value of the basket 
of fruit half filled. He again departs but as 
before soon perceives that his basket has 
lightened. Tliis time it remains half filled. 
He needs the fruit. Though still more un- 
willing than bef ore, he returns and the patient 
owner for the third time fills his basket with- 
out question. But the choicest fruit has 
aheady been picked and the basket must 
needs be filled with inferior quality. The 
traveller now understands that he must pay 
the price in full if he would carry the fruit 
away. He draws forth his purse and pays 
in fiill and departs. The brilliant-hued birds 
timidly begin their songs. This time I can 
see the traveller reaching the end of the road 
and his basket is not lightened. But when 
he sits to eat he forgets the luscious flavor of 
the fruit, for his feet are weary with much 
returning to obtain it. He stretches himself 
on the banks to sleep. The owner of the 
tree passes that way and in pity anoints with 
oil the toil-wom feet of the traveller. And 
as the traveller sleeps he dreams, while the 
waters of God sing to him. Into his mind 
comes a knowledge that he can never obtain 
food for body, mind or soul except he pay 
the price in full. 
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The Rose of Charity 

I stand among tall dwellings and seem to 
be apart from all who pass me by. A biting 
pain is in my breast. My hand draws forth 
a viper. The gnawing pain has ceased but 
the viper will not depart; it writhes and 
clings about my body. 

Yoxmg girls pass and look in horror as the 
viper writhes. Stately matrons cast me but 
a nod and frown. Old women hobble by like 
witches and cackle in derision. I follow 
whither they go, while all the while the ser- 
pent clings and writhes. 

We reach a pleasant meadow where waves 
flat bladed grass; we stand beside a stream 
which ripples at our feet and reflects the 
brilliant sim. 

One face smiles at me as I stand alone. 

The smiling one comes to clasp my seeking 

hand. Her white garments open and on 

her heart I see there blooms a white rose 

with drooping petals. Its fragrance fills the 

air. I look now at the others. Through 

their garments I can see the heart of each, 

and within each heart there lies coiled a viper. 
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Their vitals fig^t the deadly poison. They 
know that I can see within and that I pity 
them in their distress and they cover not 
their shame but suf^ficate me. I now see 
that the viper has loosened its hold from me 
and has fallen away and exists no more for 
me, in all space or infinity. And on my 
heart there blooms a fragrant rose. And I 
remember that only she in whose heart dwelt 
the great love and who feared not the viper 
was from the viper free. 
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The Base Sceptre 

I kneel beneath a low branched tree. My 
heart is callmg but I know not what it asks. 
The moon shines out its silver radiance but 
it has no need of me. The crickets are sing- 
ing but they sing their own love song and do 
not know that I am kneeling here. Under 
the damp leaves my palms find the soul of 
a child. It is he who calls to me and smiles 
and reaches out his arms. And I know that 
he has awaited me since the beginning. I 
feel the inward urge of a creator. My arms 
call for him and my breasts bum to give him 
sustenance. But as I kneel and hesitate I 
hear riotous music pouring out from my 
dwelling. It swells and rolls and it allures. 
Why kneel I here? I must within. Guests 
are gathered who dance and sing. I spread 
a feast for them, and despise myself for my 
serfdom. My hands hold a base sceptre^ 
which some believe to be gold. I, too, dance 
and am conscious that I draw the eyes of 
men. Their hot breath suffocates me and 
their lips nauseate. And through it all I 
hear the child calling to me to lift the damp 
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leaves. But I have shackled myself and 
cannot go. I dance the night away. The 
odd, hard mormng dawns and my breath 
comes only with effort. The gray light 
shows my withered face and lovers no longer 
kneel to me. One by one each of the tawdry 
crowd departs in his gorgeous carriage, and 
none remembers that I have a journey to go. 
I seem to be waking from a long and hideous 
dream and would now get the child from 
under the damp leaves. I search and search, 
but alas, I find him not. I must away alone. 
There is none beside me on all this dreary 
road. My heart grows more heavy till my 
feet but drag along. Now I see that the 
child is near me and sees me with pitying 
eyes. He would comfort me but he cannot 
come to me, for an invisible wall is between 
us. I journey on and on, and grow more and 
more weary; except that I hope for a brighter 
to-morrow, no longer can I walk. My vision 
does not show the end and I cannot tell thee. 



28 



Thy Heart's Desire 

To-day the kind old gardener brought me 
another rare shrub. He has brought me 
many and I have planted all and have tended 
each with care, and each is a joy to me. I 
have toiled in my garden in fair weather, in 
driving rains, and in beating suns. Some- 
times for very weariness I have forgotten 
that I love my garden; but always when 
the cool of the evening comes my weariness 
doth pass away. 

But I am not quite satisfied, for in my 
beautiful garden the chief flower of my heart 
blooms not. I would have a flaming rose 
bush. Once indeed a stranger planted in my 
garden what I believed to be a rose bush, 
but when it bloomed its flowers emitted a 
deadly fragrance and I knew that I must at 
once uproot the shrub. 

I dare not ask the gardener for a rose 
bush for he has already been so kind, and 
moreover, he giveth not for the asking but 
when the time is meet. 

But when he came to-day he said to me: 
''Dear child, I knew from the beginning the 
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desire of thy heart; I have kept thee wait- 
ing, not because I did not love thee, but 
because I must test thee before I entrust to 
thee so rare a flower. Thou hast shown me 
that thou lovest all my gif ts, that thou carest 
for them in storm and sun; that thou know- 
est the wholesome from the poisonous. Thou 
hast e'en tended the seeming noxious weeds, 
that thou might with them heal the sick; 
and thou hast shared the bloom of thy 
choicest shrubs with neighbor and with way- 
farer. The rose bush blooms only for those 
who sing to it, and to-day because I foimd thee 
singing with heart and lips I promise thee 
that I shall come again soon and shall plant 
by thy threshold that for which thy heart 
longeth. Its beautiful flowers shall satisfy 
thy longing and all who pass thy way shall 
know greater joy because of thy blooming 
rose bush." 
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Re-Birth 

A 

I Stand poised on the very summit of a 
high moimtain. Slowly my wings unfold 
and I sail outward into the blue. Other 
beautiful forms circle about me and we are 
one united band. We are coming nearer to 
the surface of the earth. I can see black 
figures hurrying about but they do not look 
up. But ah! One lifts his face. He neither 
sees nor hears us, yet he is conscious of our 
proximity. He shall soon follow us. A 
broad river flows silently. See the fish come 
to the surface and shine in the sim. On the 
bank of the river are dark, impainted build- 
ings and I see the boards are rotting at the 
water's edge. From imdemeath floats the 
form of a hmnan being. The water washes 
and laps about his face and claims him for 
a brother. And I now know that I once 
dwelt in that form. But I cannot tarry here. 
I have a journey to go. I sail outward and 
upward into the deep blue; and the other 
shining forms precede me. 
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The Purple Goblet 

I was athirst when I saw dose at hand a 
puiple goblet. It called to me saying: 
^'Corne and drink; I long to fed the toudi 
of thy lips and to quendi thy thirst; thine 
are the lips I would redden, thine is the heart 
I would warm." 

But the inner voice said: "Touch thou 
not." My thirst was great and I heeded not 
the inner voice; but lo! when I stretched 
forth my hand the goblet was not there; all 
was emptiness. And I heard a faint echoing 
laugh in the distance. Did the tempter 
mocky pity, or had my diseased mind created 
an unreal image. And I writhed in the deso- 
lation of longing for that which was with- 
hdd. 

Yet amid my desolation give I thanks to 
the God who withholdest from me that 
whidi I would grasp, yet ought not. For 
though my thirst is a prayer, my soul also 
prayeth. When shall I find that deep 
stream where floweth the waters of life, 
quenching the thirst of all who kneel and 
drink? 
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Dreaming by the Way 

One said to me: "When you have a jour- 
ney to go, dream not on the way but remem- 
ber thy feet and walk swiftly and thou shalt 
arrive the sooner at thy journey's end and 
then may sit and dream." I have travelled 
swiftly this day and have reached my desti- 
nation and now I sit to dream. But alas! 
I find that dreams come not at the appointed 
time but love their own sweet will. I ques- 
tion whether my journey be not sweeter for 
the days I dream by the way, and whether 
my dreams speak not in sweeter meter. It 
may be that the journey takes me longer 
but what matter if I arrive with smiling 
heart and fresh young feet? At moments 
the path is precipitous and I dare not dream. 
But as soon as it is smooth I dream again. 
If my path is pleasant I dream of the thing 
I see and pass; but if the path is rugged or 
the rain falls or the winds chill, I shall not 
know it or shall forget it as soon as I per- 
ceive it, for my soul is awing in distant lands. 
There are many paths leading whither we 
would go. Others choose as they will. Per- 
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haps they think they shall arrive the sooner 
and with greater gathered store because of 
their breathless haste* Or perhaps dreams 
do not come to them or they have not waited 
to see that they can dream. But as for me, 
unless another need me, I shall choose my 
own path and dream as I walk. And to those 
who would dream and cannot or who dream 
other dreams than mine, I shall tell my 
dreams at the close of some toilsome journey 
and they shall be refreshed. 
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The Flagons 

In the shade of a great rock stand I, and 
my eyes search the burning yellow desert. 
In each hand I hold a flagon filled with cool 
water, that came from the far distant spring. 
But my own parched lips I may not mois- 
ten, for some there are who shall pass this 
way as they travel to the throne of the 
Great King, and all who need must here 
obtain a cooling draught. They have heard 
His call, and they hasten, and I see them 
coming with much labor over the heavy sand. 
One by one, they kneel and drink while I 
hold the flagons. And as each drinks, my 
thirst also doth he quench. They arise, and 
are refreshed and continue their journey. I 
perceive that the quantity of water in the 
flagons has not lessened. 

Now comes there one who hath a strange 
look and I question : ^'Whither goest thou?'* 
He cannot tell, and I refuse him a draught 
from the flagons. Then comes another whose 
costume nor features do I know, and yet an- 
other, and to each do I refuse the quenching 
draught. And each time that I have re- 
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fused, I perceive that the water in one flagon 
has lowered, till now I hold but an empty 
receptacle; and my lips also bum. I see 
that those whom I have denied have fallen 
by the path. Now doth my heart instruct 
my mind; I follow them in haste, and the 
full flagon I press to the lips of each; each 
arises and continues his journey. Now I 
know that all are proceeding toward the feet 
of the Great Master: although many know 
not whither they are going. As I retiun 
and stand again in the shadow of the rock, 
I see that each flagon has been filled with the 
water, which comes from the great unexhaus* 
tible spring; and I no longer thirst. 

Again I stand in the shadow of the rock 
and hold the flagons in my hand. One pauses 
before me who questions: "Stand thou here 
at the service of the common herd? Seest 
thou not that I am the private messenger of 
the Great King? He hath a special care for 
my welfare, and I drink only from a flagon 
from which no other lips have drunk." But 
the messenger of the King cannot drink here, 
for no other flagon have I. He passes on 
and I see his giddy feet have missed the path* 
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He wanders aimlessly about in the burning 
heat; and as he wanders, he mumbles inco- 
herently the words of the message which the 
Great King gave him to deliver. His eyes 
search the desert over, but he sees not an- 
other place to drink. At last, he retumeth 
unto me, and, out of the flagons from which 
all have dnmk, doth he drink. Great is 
his relief, and much his thanksgiving. Now 
has it been revealed, that if I may not with- 
hold from any, neither may any refuse. The 
messenger passes on his way; with one new 
word to his message; the Great King pravideth 
alike far all; there is no private flagon. 
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The Unsealed Eyes 

A lonely wanderer I stand upon a barren 
waste. Why am I standing thus — ^whither 
shall I go, what shall I seek? I cry and ay 
and cry unto Thee and my cries are lost in 
the vast emptiness of space. 

Then upon me a great calm descends and 
I wait, for I know that Thou hast heard. 
Now I hear Thy voice which sounds like the 
murmuring of spheres. Before me are two 
white angels who beckon me onward, and 
I follow. 

Then do I see the angels part, each to his 
own path. Now when I stand at the point 
of their parting, I know not which to follow. 
Once more I cry and cry unto Thee and hear 
Thy voice like the murmiuing of spheres. 
And as I listen my eyes receive a new vision. 

Upon all sides are wanderers like unto my- 
self. And some have eyes sealed and some 
have eyes unsealed. To those with the sealed 
eyes Thou hast sent the angels whom they 
follow. But those whose eyes Thy hand has 
touched walk by the light revealed; and the 
Path leadeth unto Thee. 
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Searching for Treasure 

I see a woman pinched and wan with head 
and shoulders bent. She walks along a nar- 
row path, and as she walks, she searches the 
rank weeds at her feet. She bears a flicker- 
ing torch which dimly lights the parted weeds. 
But the treasure for which she searches a 
torch cannot reveal, and I see her growing 
weary in the search. 

Now comes there one along the path mak- 
ing neither call nor sound, yet I feel his com- 
ing. If there be light about him I cannot 
say, but as he passes the earth glows at his 
feet, and I see that it is strewn with treasure. 
Yet he beareth none away, for wheresoever 
his feet shall touch, there lyeth treasure for 
him. 

Again I see the woman on the shelving 
shore of the sea. The cold waves wet her 
dragging garments, as she kneels by a jagged 
cliff. The slanting sim strikes the polished 
pebbles and as they gleam she gathers them 
with greedy hands and hides them beneath 
her cloak. Cramped and weary she arises at 
last, and sees the sun has set. Now on her 
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homeward way she would revel m the gloiy 
of her gathered store. She draws the pol- 
ished pebbles forth and holds them up to 
vieWy one by one. But she finds each dull 
and lifeless, emblem of mistaken effort. She 
sits and broods in the twilight, till the deep 
of the night descends. 

The far-set stars appear, and as she looks 
she sees in them a glowing glory she has never 
seen before. She cannot gather, she cannot 
hide, yet shall they shine upon her for all 
time; and peace descends upon her. 
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/ Find Peace 

I Ke on the heavy close-cropped grass in 
the moonlight, and the dew covers me as a 
shroud. My heart is pressed to the heart of 
Earth, and my ear is laid on her bosom. 
When I close my eyes I think I fed gentle 
tmdulations, as when a mother rocks her 
child. Hark, I hear a broken rumbling com- 
ing from afar! I strain my ears to listen. 
It is the busy multitude who cease not from 
their labor, and I seem to see their futile 
circling. Now over me hovers a huge black 
form with spreading wings like the wings of 
a bat; but it toucheth me not I am so quiet 
and still. A part of earth am I. It passeth. 
The whir of its wings dies away. It is gone 
whence came the rumbling. Now I hear 
tinkling silver music and I see a crowd of 
crystal fairies dancing on the grass. As I 
watch, I fall into slumber and the fairies 
guard me while I sleep. When I wake, the 
dawn is breaking and the fairies are gone 
where the moonlight dwells; but each has left 
the impress of a kiss upon my cheek. 
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The Gray Wall 

I see a long gray wall extending to the 
horizontal limits of my vision. One who 
would pass beyond approaches and contem- 
plates the wall. And I wonder: ''Does he 
not know that there is a gate open and free 
to all| but a hundred yards below? '' Ah, he 
half glances toward the gate and I percdve 
that he knows. But what cares he for the 
gate provided? Shall he change his course 
ever so little that he may pass through the 
gate? No, for his muscles trouble him with 
their abounding life and strength. He \x^ 
his hand upon a projecting stone and vaults 
easily upward. I admire his lithesomeness 
and grace. But as he ascends, the gray wall 
seems to grow higher and higher. He pauses, 
breathless and astonished at the difficulty he 
is encountering. He peers through an aper- 
ture to assure himself that the prospect be- 
yond is still desirable and pleasing. Again 
he mounts and at last reaching the top, 
passes over beyond my sight. And I muse, 
^'Oh, Thou foolish one, why choose thou not 

the gate provided? Many have I seen pass 
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easUy through; saving their strength for 
time of need. Why such useless expenditure 
of effort?" And yet again, I ponder: "Who 
am I, one who seeth but in part, that I should 
appraise as wise or foolish the choice of any? 
Perhaps the pleasure of achievement com- 
pensates for the expenditure of effort And 
none may deny that for the fit, effort is more 
essential than ease. Perhaps the climber of 
the wall assured himself of his strength and 
endurance; and if the next gray wall pre- 
senteth not a gate, yet shall he not be ap- 
palled thereby," And then, a dozen "per- 
haps" beyond my ken and imagination. 
Who less than the Omniscient shall say any 
is wise, or any is foolish? 
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The Blessing is to the Giver 

I see thee afar off, and thou art smiling. 
Thou dost but fold thy arms and stand; yet 
thou art awaiting me. I come scarce know- 
ing how. When I am near, a trembling doth 
seize my body, and I would my confusion 
hide. I beg the rolling clouds to intervene 
and shield me, for when thine eyes do search, 
naked I seem to stand before thy gaze. An 
unseen force compels imtil I kneel and press 
my lips to thy very feet. Thou knowest me 
for thy slave. I forget my nakedness, while 
my heart doth beat with joy which yet is 
pain. Now do thy features show that other 
thoughts are thine. Thou gazest afar upon 
the multitude. Thou hast forgotten that I 
kneel thus. My confusion retumeth even as 
a tidal wave. I wait, but thou dost not re- 
member; I turn, but thou dost not heed; I 
flee, but thou givest no sign. Into the deep 
crevices of the forest I go, and sit alone in 
the damp shades, and brood and dream, and 
my breath comes hard. And in my dream- 
ings, I see thine averted face and oft would 
kneel again and beg of thee. Then slowly 
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comes perception of the world around me. 
I study the leaves and theh: veining and col- 
oring and how they are attached to the trees. 
I lave in the winds that waft them to the 
earth. I watch the birds that flit among the 
leaves and consider their kind and habits. 
Nothing on which my eyes rest but brings a 
thoughtful calm. And when the stars come 
out, I speculate about them too, and feel like 
one of them, as quiet and as staid. My heart 
doth beat to rhythmic count. The morning 
comes again; again dost thou stand afar and 
smile. But I move not; then, lo, I see thee 
coming unto me. To my very feet dost thou 
come and thou dost beseech me, e'en as yes- 
terday I besought thee. But, alas, for that 
which then had been an ecstacy, now I have 
but calm acceptance. Chiefly on the heart of 
the giver doth every great blessing rest. Yet, 
I spurn thee not. I hold forth my hand, and 
thou standeth beside me, in a quiet hush. 
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Faith Gives Power 

in, I am a youth, and stand upon the 
shore, while the wind is tossing my hair and 
the little white waves are casting their spray 
about my feet. I hear their voices as they 
come and go. I kneel and listen. They say : 
"We love thee; we are calling thee; come 
away with us." And I would go, but dare 
not venture. Then I lift my eyes to the hori- 
zon at the far edge of the waters, and see the 
setting sun; and behold, a golden path Ues 
between us. No longer know I fear, but 
tread with confidence the path of gold; and 
the waters are as velvet to my feet. But as 
I walk, my sun doth set, and my golden path 
doth fade away. 'Tis vanished; the night 
is black; and now I think I did but dream 
there was a path of gold. I dare not breathe; 
I cry for help; the waters part and I am in 
their midst! I grasp a floating log that I 
may not sink to greater depths. The winds 
blow and toss the waves and they care not 
for my voice. The cxurent carries me where 
it will, and the chill waters enter my very 
soul, tiU I am benumbed. Yet I cling. 
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Then out of the horizon doth arise the 
friendly white moon. Her crystal finger tips 
reach out and grasp me as I struggle. She 
spreads for me a cross barred strand of silver 
carpet. Then again do I walk as of old I 
walked on the path of gold. And when I 
lift my hands, the winds and waves are quiet. 
I walk long, and far, and ponder. Then 
cometh the hour that the moon passeth be- 
low. I pause: I see her sink, but I stand 
firm. I close my eyes, and when I look again 
the whole expanse is radiant, and I know 
that I may walk wheresoe'er my feet shall 
choose. 
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In the Vineyard 

As I strolled about in the vinejrard I gazed 
at the ripening fruit and anticipated an ap- 
proaching day when I should pluck a luscious 
cluster. I loved the warm sim that changed 
the reds and greens to purple. There came 
a day when the fruit was ready for my pluck- 
ing. But as I reached to break a stem, a 
workman in the vineyard stood beside me 
and forbade; and I denied, passed on. Then 
I sou^t for the Master of the vineyard, 
thinking he would not deny that which my 
being demanded. But because I had always 
been content to talk with the workmen only, 
alas, my eyes knew not the face of the Mas- 
ter. I passed on into the forest still longing 
for the purple cluster. Often had I seen the 
bitter wild berry of the forest, nor cared to 
tiy its flavor. Yet now I tried to ease my 
longing by this imworthy substitute. I ate; 
a change came over me. I no longer craved 
the fruit in the vineyard; yet I was enslaved 
by discontent greater than before. I became 
faint and weary, and cared not whether I sat 
or walked. 
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Then I came again to the vineyard and 
walked among the laden vines. This day I 
f omid the Master. I knew Him by the wis- 
dom of I£s speech, and the comforting touch 
of His hand. The Master forbade me not; 
but, alas! the bitter wild berry of the forest 
had robbed me of my taste. I tasted the 
fruit of the vine, but knew no joy in the 
tasting. 

Then, said the Master of the vineyard, 
" By the side of the wild berry thou didst eat, 
go thou and search. Thou shalt find a heal- 
ing herb. Thou shalt eat of the healing herb 
and return to the vineyard. When thou dost 
enter, thou shalt know My face, and that 
which nourisheth thee shall be thine." And 
because I believed the words of the Master 
of the vineyard, now am I on my way to seek 
the healing herb. 
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By Difermt Patht 

I look aooss an c^en. space and beh(^ i 
woodland scene. The sun shines on the trei 
txjps and falls in patches on the earth below 
A pair of lovers stroll together, now in sun 
li^t, now in the shade. Th^ gaze IcMig inti 
each other's eyes and each is suffident to tbi 
other. But now, behold a change. She i 
^)eaking, but he no longer hears; he turn 
his face away; he listens as to some distan 
v<flce calling him, calling him. She sees hi 
far set look; s^prehenaon seizes her, an( 
she would hold him fast, but her arms fal 
from bis rigid form. His feet are moving 
he goes, he knows not whither. She camio 
hinder, nor can she follow. He has gone 
she sits alone, and mourns and grieves, an( 
her disordered hair is hiding her face. As on* 
in a dream, she arises and walks to the edgi 
of the wood. Now the sun is hidden and i 
storm is brewing and I see ^e seeks for shel 
ter. As she seeks she pauses to listen. Shi 
hears the distant wailing of a child. Whid 
way? Over that rocky incline. She is has 
tening; no longer remembers she her sorrow 
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for her heart knows but desire to soothe the 
child. Ah! there he is. She takes him in 
her arms and the storm breaks in its fury 
upon her. Where lies shelter? Against the 
blast she struggles nor fears for self the 
drenching torrent. Onward, onward, up- 
ward. Ah, here is a secluded cave. She 
enters and finds respite from the battling 
wind and rain. Her long hair makes a gar- 
ment for the wailing child on her bosom. 
She is singing, and the notes of her song 
mingle with the voices of the storm. 

Far out upon a bleak plateau, he who was 
her lover, stands. Long ago in the wood- 
land he had heard the distant music of the 
Gods, which draweth all who hear. But 
when the storm arose the compelling melody 
was changed to charging thunderbolts. Now 
he stands and the lightning plays about him 
and he knows not which way to turn. Hark! 
in the lull of the storm he hears the soft 
crooning of a mother over her child. He 
seeks a path, he climbs, he struggles upward. 
After a long endeavor he, too, comes to the 
mouth of the sheltering cave. There he finds 
her whom he left below in the quiet glen. 
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Because of the chfld she has sought this high 
shelter. He kneeb at her feet and she re- 
ceives him in her arms, even as she received 
the child in its need, and the twain doth he 
daim for his own. 

They look forth and see that the storm has 
abated. They smell the sweet groimd and 
watch the drops trickle down the sides of the 
rocks. They look away and see the flying 
clouds and listen to the receding rumble of 
the thimder. 

Then agam, I see he listens. He hears the 
same alluring notes he heard long ago in the 
woodland. But now she who stands by his 
side doth also hear; and the music of the 
Gods makes common call to each. They are 
going; their figures are fading from view in 
the distance, and the child is with them. 

>s 

Do Thy Labor 

I sat by the brook on the moss, under a 
mammoth oak. I took the cloth from my 
basket, and spread upon it my noonday 
lunch; and as I ate the sights and sounds 
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about me made my world joyful. A stranger 
came passing my way, and I bade him sit to 
eat with me. He loved the brook as I loved 
it, and he loved the mammoth oak. Then 
when the quiet hoiu: had passed, he arose to 
go his way. He looked into my eyes and 
smiled, and we were no longer strangers. I 
watched him passing in and out among the 
trees and then I sat alone. 

Dreaming of the smile in his eyes, I did not 
return to the fields to finish the labor of the 
day. The morrow again, I spread my cloth 
under the mammoth oak, and waited, and 
waited; but my guest came not; nor the next 
day, nor the next, nor for many days; and 
I grieved. 

Then at last I returned to the harvesting 
field to stack the fallen sheaves. The long 
rows spread out before me and accused me 
of my wasted hoxu^. As I watched the de- 
clining sun, faster and harder I worked. 

Then in the midst of my hurry, there fell 
a shadow before me, and I saw that he who 
had been my guest was stacking sheaves, e'en 
as I. And again he smiled as he said: ^^I 
have come to be thy helpmate evermore." 
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Childish Fancies 

Again I am a child and sit in the orchard 
and sing, while the red fruit is strewn at my 
feet. The black tree trunks are my f riends, 
so sturdy and firm; they think my thoughts 
with me, and love the caress of my cheek. I 
say to the strong apple tree: "Whence came 
I, O friend, and whence came you? They 
tell me I came from the blue above. What 
was I doing there, and do you remember when 
I came? And were you glad of my coming? 
Why chose I this spot, when the earth is so 
large and spins so fast? Or if I was sent for, 
then why I from among so many? And why 
shall I not always be a child? 

"And you daim to arise from the groimd and 
to have been once a little seed. But I know 
if I should dig beneath I should find only 
roots and not a tree there. And why do you 
always bear apples and never any pears? 
Tliey are much alike. I wonder, are you 
wise, and do you know all things?" I listen 
and try to hear. 

The old apple tree that my small hands 
pressed has doubled its girth; but I yet am 
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seeking the answer to the questions that the 
child asked: Whence came I« and why; and 
why does the tree grow? 

Peace Follows Unrest 

White drifting clouds at which I stand and 
gazel Now I see them hunying before the 
wind. They part, and gather and part again. 
I see the heavens filled with fiery red streaks 
and the sea is a mass of blood. The birds 
fly low in terror and circle wildly roimd. A 
giant hand arises from the sea and on it falls 
the shade of the red heavens. And now I 
see a shining white hand appear from the 
midst of the same red heavens. The two 
meet in endless clasp, and the colors change 
till all is of a silver glow; and as I gaze, they 
fade and fade, and now again I see a quiet 
universe. I have dreamed that which is to be. 
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Yidd not thy body when thy spirit 
doth itself withhold (if thou knowest 
thai thou art spirit) or thou shalt be 
bound to earth with dragging chains. 
The wings of thy soul shall be pin- 
ioned and the pinions shall pierce 
thy hearty until drop by drop thy 
life's blood shall ooze away; and 
where'er thou goest clanging thy 
chains it shall sully the fragrant soil 
of the earth. Body and soul thou 
art for the one with whom thy soul 
can commune and for none other. 
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The Crystal Vase 

In a spadous marble hall 
Where xmceasing footsteps sound. 
Echo forth their hollow call, 

I can see a crystal vessel 
From whose gleaming points rebomid 
Slanting shafts of silent light 

With caressing fingers touching 
Djdng shadows of the night. 

See, the crystal vessel holds 
Drooping blossoms, fragrant flowers, 
Gathered from Elysian bowers; 
With its spiral arms enfolds 

As a lover doth his mistress. 

Waters of undying life 
Seek the drooping ones to nourish; 
But the waiting ones shall floiuish, 

From their slender form shall come 

To their natxural fruition 
Never in the vacant hall. 

Vase and flowers know their mission; 
See, they tremble for the caU! 
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Comes a stranger, gloomy eyed. 
Idly pausing here and there; 

Halts before the crystal vessel. 
But can see naught else beside; 
Cannot see the flowers fair; 

And at last the very vessel 
From his ruthless gaze must hide. 

Comes a second mad with haste, 
Halts before the vase of crystal, 
Sees the flowers and the vessel. 

Finds them suited to his taste; 

With calm eyes their worth appraises 

With cool calculation guesses 

How much gold will crystal vessel 
From the money market bring. 
Ah, he blunders I Vase of crystal 

Feels his gloating as he gazes. 

See the vessel as he grasps it. 

As unto his breast he clasps it. 

Pricks his fingers till they bleed. 

He must learn no priceless treasure 

Yieldeth to a soul of greed. 

Comes there now a holy teacher 
Eager lives of men to lift. 
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Sees the vessel and the flowers; 
Seeks he not for self the gift. 
High his exaltation towers! 

"Vase of crystal, I shall place thee 

On the altar of my God. 

All shall see thy noble blossoms 

And my sovereign louder laud/* 

Vase and buds, reluctant, shrinking. 
Do not dare themselves deny. 

To God's temple does he take them; 
Places on the altar high; 

With rare thought the buds arranges. 

But the waters now forsake them; 
See, they wilt and seem to die. 

When the people come to worship 

Naught is left but vase of crystal. 

As they gaze, the aystal changes; 
Loses all its early gleaming; 
By its very dullness seeming 
To make light and life a lie. 

And the hmnbled teacher grieves; 

All unknowing his transgression. 

Back the crystal vessel bears. 
And the spacious haU receives; 

Sweetly greets with healing welcome. 
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Now by sorrow's deep oppression 
He hath learned the crystal vessel 

Only brooks the hand it loves. 

He perceives the fragrant blossoms 

Bloom to him who for them cares; 

For their own sweet sake approves. 
God does not receive a gift 
Save a gift the giver prizes. 

Unloved gifts he never shares. 

And the footsteps still unceasing, 

Echo in the marble hall; 

Still send forth their hollow call. 

Vase of crystal loves the shadows 
Sometimes passing, then increasing 

As they lengthen or diminish 
Marking flight of days for time. 

Crystal vase serenely gleaming 
Glows again with rays sublime. 

And the source of living water 

Does the empty vase replenish; 
Life of fading buds redeeming 
For their death was only seeming; 

God eternal breathes within them. 

Time itself shall be forgotten 

E'er each bud shall know its prime. 
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Now I see the crystal vessel 
W^th prismatic radiance gleaming; 
By its brilliant gleaming seeming 

To foretell that one approaches 
For whose soul its soul doth seek. 

Ah, he pauses by the vessel; 

Soft the breathing blossoms nestle; 
And his eyes love matchless speak. 
Reverent lips to blossoms presses, 
Open they to his caresses. 

They shall yet fulfil their mission 

And shall know their full fruition. 

Now the dull old marble hall 
Echoes not with hollow call, 

Softly with sweet music thrilling. 
Tinkling crystal vessel singing 

Growing cleared, gently swelling. 
Bell-like carols roimdly ringing, 
Arch and ancient windows filling. 

And the blossoms bending, sending 
Forth a fragrance once imguessed 

Foretaste know of life supernal 
Leave no spot of earth unblessed; 

Feel the pulse of life eternal 

As he clasps them to his breast. 
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Facing the Morning 

Eyes alluring, lips expanding, 
Half inviting, half commanding, 

Night-bom vision of my dreams! 
I with fastened feet far standing 

Deep in heavy weighted sands; 
As my dream about me lingers 
Yet would clasp thy clinging fingers; 

But thy hands are phantom hands. 
As I reach thy fairy fleeting 
Carries thee beyond my greeting; 
Yet I follow, nothing daimted. 
By thy witching mockery haimted. 

I can see thy radiant face 
And thy feet e'er backward stepping 
To fantastic measures tripping, 

Add to thy xmcanny grace. 

Footsteps leaden, still I follow 
Till I lose thee in the hollow 

Of the overhanging leaves; 

Now my saddened spirit grieves. 

List! I hear thy laughter ringing, 

Guiding footsteps by thy Singing, 

I can trace thy path, O charmer, 
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Now My Saddened Spirit Grieves 



For each bush pressed by thy fingers 
Felt the radiance of thy being; 
Thy life spirit by it lingers; 
And its soul with thine agreeing 

Blossoms with luxuriant growth. 

It has felt the touch of truth. 

Weary, breathless, yet forgetting 
Ills my lowly flesh besetting. 

Now I catch the distant sheen 
Of sunlight on thy streaming hair, 

And through wavering mist of green 
See thy fingers to me beckon; 
To thy distant crooning harken; 
Trace thy face and figure fair. 

Forward toil I up the incline 

While thou seem to wait for me. 
E'er my feet the true path choosing 

When my eyes are fixed on thee. 
But from blinding inattention 

Slothful ignorance and ease; 
Bom of these, my apprehension 

Rises like a ghost before me. 
Terror through my soul diffusing 

I forget that I adore thee 
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And my eyes a new path search. 
Now my feet o'er boulders stumble 
Into mire and rot I lurch, 
Till at last through failure humble 
To the earth I sink to rest — 
Foot-worn, weary and oppressed; 

Close my eyes and dream of thee. 

In my dreams thou come to me. 
Gently bend o'er sullied form; 
I can feel thy heart-beats warm; 
Falls from me the grime 6f earth. 
As my lips fed touch of thine, 
Comes to soul engulfed new birth; 
Then imbroken rest in mine. 

Rise I now and face the morning. 

Night-bom vision of my dreams 
Henceforth I shall heed thy warning, 
I shall keep my eyes on thee; 
Naught but thy fair figure see. 

In the valley far below me 
Wondering glances dimly show me 
Fairy figures fleetly flitting; 
See them wave their arms in greeting I 
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Now on grassy hillslopes sitting. 

Beckoning me with rollicking smile. 

O, thou vision of my dreams, 

Heaxt within my heart thou art! 

What shall me from thee beguile? 

Which way shall I look to find thee? 

Brier and thicket lie behind me. 

Follow I this murmuring stream; 
Doth its purling gurgling seem 

With a meaning to be fraught? 

Echo of thy voice, hath caught, 

Of thy dream voice, vision mine, 
When my heart lay pressed to thine. 



Follow I the brook's slow winding. 

Ah, thy talisman I have guessed. 
Trace of liee forever finding. 

Where thy winged feet have pressed 
Gleam the pebbles with new splendor. 
I shall gain thee; naught can hinder. 
Here and there a quiet pool 
Knew thee scarcely in my presence, 
Knows not now thou art passed on; 
Still reflects thy graven image; 
Pictures thee with colors wan; 
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Oft distorts thy features fair, 

Yet I know that thou wert there 
Cast o'er it thy smile in passage. 

Ah, thou quiet sleeping pool, 
Idle echoes e'er repeating, 

Laving in thy waters cool. 
Thank thee for thy friendly greeting; 

Thank thee for thy unguessed message. 
I must hasten; day is fleeting. 



Now I hear a distant chanting 
From the uplands soft descending 
Eager notes and hushed contending 

Rising now in tones more clear, 
Falling like a benediction 

On my strained waiting ear. 
Night-bom vision of my dreams 
Out of silence thy conception; 
I can see thy shadowy form; 
I shall keep my eyes on thee. 
Ah, thou boldest forth thy arms! 

Tell me, hast thou need of me? 

I would not thy presence court 

Merely for a merry sport; 

I must claim my own in thee. 
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Thou at last on summit stand 
Now I faster come and faster. 
Almost touch thy outstretched hand; 
Thou with curtsey, quaint and smiling, 
Upward, outward, winsome, wiUing 
Pass beyond my reach. I, chiding. 

Find with weight of flesh and blood 
I am bound to baser land. 

But my eyes can rest on thee. 

Thy fair silhouette can see 

Outlined 'gainst the sunset clear. 

As thy draperies, gauzy, flowing. 
Seem to hold thee in a cloud, 
I thy dulcet tones can hear 
Mingling with the evening winds 

O'er my spirit gently blowing. 

Night is settling like a shroud, 
like a softly brooding haze; 
Holds me in its cool embrace; 

Sweetest sleep my flesh has known 

Of my upward climbing bom. 

Rest I, waiting for the mom. 
O, my gracious vision come! 

Now in dreams I touch thy face 
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Glorious dreaming^ shedding blessing; 

Feel thy finger tips caressing; 
Feel within my soul a birth 
Of some great and long-sought grace. 

Shall the gift that I am seeking 

From my longing know its birthing? 

At the dawning when I waken 
Oh, thou vision of my dreams, 
Shall I follow thee in space? 

Come thou morning! Take my greeting. 
Gone my waiting and my dreaming. 

Let me clasp in thy embrace 
That for which my soul is calling! 

Simrise, glorify our meeting, 

I with vision of my dreams! 
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Paradise Attained 

I am dreaming. In my dream I see 
Myself ensconced upon a golden throne. 

Grave courtiers kneel roxmd about my feet; 

They bow and senseless flatteries repeat; 
While to my mind their inmost thoughts 
are known. 

Because I see within the heart of each 
Their honeyed words are sickening to my ear; 

I grow to hate their fawning obsequy; 

I loathe their rank and vile hypocrisy, 
The demon child' of avarice and fear. 

Who lowest bows I most despise; and heap 
What ill I can upon his craven head; 
And stronger grows my taste for tyranny 
From what it feeds upon; their villainy 
Increasing as suppressed. Their foul hearts 
bleed 

Poisoned dregs. Upon my 'broidered garments 
Fall the dark spots. They multiply and 
grow and spread 
Until engulfed within the seethmg mass 
I gasp for life! Then life itself doth pass; 
My body lies among the rotting dead. 
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Afar I stand, and view the scene, and know 
The little worth of minions, thrones and 
kings; 
And yet I fain would dwell upon the 

earth, 
I dream there comes to me another birth. 
The ungrasped truth of the dismal past still 
rings 

Within my struggling mind. I dwell among 
The whirring mills, where my grasping hand 
Doth set the levers at the early dawn 
To grind and grind; no pity known for 
wan 
And pallid faces of the struggling band. 

Who stifle, gasp, and reel, and groan and 

starve. 
I set the whirring mills at faster motion; 
And when the weaklings fail for lack of 

food 
From jagged wounds, I suck their luke- 
warm blood 
With blue-lined lips! and then for healing 
lotion 
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In vain attempt my reddened hands to 

cleanse. 
On ears long deadened by the whirring 
soimdy 
I render to the struggling ones advice; 
To justify my deeds let words suffice; 
With bitter crusts of charity, hard ground 

An extra toll from their unceasing toil. 
Their poisoned hate surcharged fetid air; 

It fills my Ixmgs, I know my deed too late; 

Nor words, nor gold, nor grief can expiate 
My crimes, nor ill IVe wrought repair! 

Now in my dreams once more I stand and 

view 
The wreck of my imwisdomed life. Again 

I come to earth the better way to learn. 

To humble, lowly paths my feet I turn 
And clothe m}rself with righteousness of man. 

I render groat for groat the value earned, 
I strive with justice daily bread to gain; 

But in my home a tjnrant still can be; 

I have not learned that every soul is free; 
I crush the loving hearts that on me lean. 
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And she who bears her soul to my dull haze. 
Whose only bondage is her love of me 

I bend her hands till at my feet she lies; 

I scorn the humid pleading of her eyes. 
She shrinks and cringes; 'though I laugh to see 

Her lavish love I cannot wholly spurn 
For she alone of earth finds me a god. 
Her homage I accept at my caprice. 
And deem her well repaid by careless kiss^ 
Nor know myself to be a brutal clod. 

And of the child who at my vagrant bidding 
Blossomed from her heart into expression, 
I daim the ownership; would force his 

mind 
And acts into my chosen mold, a blind 
Unthinking mien, which balks life's due pro- 
gression. 

Not yet attained, I come imto my end 

And pass and stand and view my ceaseless 

striving. 

My soul doth call for victory. Again 

I come to earth, and know the haunts 

of men. 

This life, all ills to ignorance ascribing, 
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I. choose to live among the men of science* 
I think to solve the enigma of life 

By delving with the microscope alone; 

By dissecting leaf and flesh and stone. 
Calm-eyed I stand afar, and view the strife, 

Of imder-ridden slaves nor lift a hand 
When I see them dubbed and slain; 
I see the million die nor do I know 
A faster heart throb for their bitter woe; 
I see the women bought and sold for gain. 

As blighting age creeps o'er my stiffened 

limbs 
I little know of what I sought to learn. 
The loyal lover of my youth stands by. 
My hour comes! Now in her imdimmed 
eye 
My slow imveiling ones a light discern 

Which gleams upon my passing path. 

That light both part and symbol is 
Of the embracing heart of life which lies 
O'er all creation; and to illiraiined eyes 

Reveals the laws of being. I achieve 
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In that perception a suggestion of 
The answer to the quest of many lives. 

Now in my dieams once more I pass and 
stand 

And view the slow ascent o'er rugged land 
Of struggling man to goal for which he strives. 

And in my dreams again I come to earth 
And live amid a sphere of breathing light. 

All tyranny is one, whatever its name; 

Dominions change but hearts remain the 
same. 
Bright ra3rs are creeping o'er the land of night. 

And now I see the law of life is love; 
From that perception perfect wisdom springs. 

My life knows not a selfish word or deed. 

My dreaming ends! From bondage I am 
freed. 
A part of God I know the heart of things. 

Awake, with imveiled eyes I view the path 
That rose and fell, and ofttimes in my 

dreaming 
Retraced itself , and over conquered land, 
Led me from burning sand to barren strand. 
The windings of the path were only seeming. 
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My vision shows unto the cherished goal 
My seeming winding path was straight and 
dear. 
Except from heights the path cannot seem 

straight; 
But miveiled eyes can see. None can trans- 
late 
To dreaming ears the illmnined words I hear. 

And if again I pass, it matters not; 

I can choose my realm, for all is one! 
A living part my soul and every soul 
Of undivided, omnipresent whole; 

Of the pulsing heart of every star and sun. 
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Wishing 

Seek ye first the Kingdom of God and his 
righteousness and all these things shall be added 
unto you. 

1. I looked at the flames as they danced. 

As they whirled and leaped and 
laughed; 
And as I peered into their depths 
One pointed yellow shaft 

2. Assumed the form of a man 

And from the flaming sheet 
Leaped out upon the hearth 
And bowed low at my feet. 

3. A wizard old and bent 

With hoary hair and beard. 
His flowing ruddy robes 
By scorching flames unseared; 

4. His twinkling merry eyes 

Now looked askance at me: 
"You called, I came, my child. 
What may your bidding be?" 
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5- "I called thee, father"? quoth I; 
"I knew not that I called; 
I know not who thou art 
Who live by flame enwalled/' 

6. *^I am named Fulfillment; 

I work for thee each day; 
I faithfully endeavor 
Thy wishes to obey. 

7. "Whene'er thy heart doth speak 

I step forth from the fire 
That thou may see the path 
Which leads to thy desire." 

8. "And what gifts canst thou grant me?" 

I asked this rare adept; 
I felt a transient quickening 
Of many hopes that slept 

9. Entombed within my breast, 

Some heavenly, some of earth; 
Some but conceived and scarcely 
Knowing they sought for birth; 

10. And some of greater growth 

Who had gone their fortimes to seek, 
Yet blushed to show their faces. 
Nor dared their names to speak. 
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11. The kind old man smiled shrewdly; 

One doubted his need to inquire 
As he said, "Show me thy heart; 
What is thy chief desire?" 

12. "Perhaps it should be for Heaven," 

Half doubtingly, I said. 
The old man spread his hands 
And slowly shook his head. 

13. "Wish not to go to Heaven, 

'Tis not a place apart, 
The Heaven man shall gain 
Is the Heaven of his heart. 

14. "Make thine own heart piure. 

And then where'er thou be 
Whatever thy form or mission 
Shall Heaven be for thee." 

15. "Then shall I ask for gold. 

The thing the many are seeking?" 
Again he shook his head. 
His eyes disapproval speaking. 

16. "Thou canst travel to wealth. 

But the journey is barren and long; 
And over the rugged path. 
Thou shalt leave behind thy song." 
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17- But some take a shorter route, 
Can I not that path find?" 
"They still must travel the journey 
And carry their load behind. 

1 8. Again I pondered and queried, 

"Then shall I ask for fame? 
It surely would make me happy 
For the world to know my name." 

19. "Thou art a foolish child 

Who knowest not gold from gilt, 
But try it for an instant 
And then remain if thou wilt." 

20. He took from the fire an ember 

And touched my eyes with flame. 
Then for a moment I stood 
On a gUttering throne of fame. 

21. All eyes were laid on me; 

I paraded back and forth; 
Shook out my glistening robes 
For the rabble to see their worth. 

22. But some thought my silk cotton. 

Some called my pearls glass, 
Many thought me false, 
And then I found, alas, 
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2$. My step had lost its swing 
From so many eyes on me. 
And try as I would, I could not 
My natiural old self be. 

24* And soon my glistering throne 
No longer a throne did seem. 
A poor exchange is fame 
For one's own self-esteem. 

25. A wish, a lingering sigh, 

My smouldering fire I see; 
The old man nodded and smiled. 
"You're back, I thought you'd be." 

26. "Now, let me tell thee, child, 

Had thou reached that throne so fair 
In the course of thy natural travel 
And had thou been busy there 

27. "Thy work that held thy mind. 

Of the eyes thou never had thought 
A slighting word had not touched thee. 
True fame must come imsought. 

28. "A throne is not for the pleasxure 

Of him who on it shall sit. 

His joy lies in being; 

The throne adds not one whit. 
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29* '^A throne is meant as a beacon. 
To shine in the land of night 
To upward lead the seekers 
Of wisdom toward the light." 

30. Again I mused and pondered. 

Heaven, gold and fame, 
'^ Shall I then ask for beauty. 
That those who behold me exclaim 

31. "At my fairness of face and figure." 

Amused, the old man smiled; 
Then said, "No beauty is real 
Save beauty of soul, my child. 

32. "Canst don a borrowed garment, 

And wear it as a cloak 
To cover thine imperfections; 
To those who deeper look 

33. "Thy beauty shall be no beauty; 

And as thou older grow. 
Thy cloak shall cling closer to thee 
Thine every lack to show. 

34^ "But when thy soul be sweet 

And great and good and strong. 

It shall build for thee the body 

Of beauty for which thou long. 
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35- ''And thy hannonious form 
Shall reveal thy inner grace; 
But thou shalt be too busy 
To dwell on thy charming face." 

36. Well, next I asked for power, 

The fate of the nations to mould. 
The twinkling eyes looked grave, 
"Ah, child, thy wish is bold; 

37. " Still, thou shalt have thy trial." 

The flame o'er my eyes he passed; 
I stood on a battlefield. 
Commander-in-chief, aghast. 

38. At the carnage, I saw about me. 

And knew by my deed was it so; 
Men dying in agony. 
And cursing their fate. Ah, woe 

39. Unto me this choice to have made! 

K to retreat, I command 
We yet trample over the dead 
While power shall pass from my hand. 

40. No, I shall forward press. 

Unheeding how many I slay. 

One course is as hard as another; 

Ah, woe is me this day! 
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41. A sigh, — ^I open my eyes 

And find myself by my fire, 
"Well, child, wouldst thou now have 
The power thou didst desire?" 

42. "O sire, thou knowest I would not, 

I see that power should rest 
Alone in the hand that can use it 
To lift mankind to its best, 

43. "And highest ideals." My friend 

To my moral added a word, 
"And when thou art fit, 'twill come 
Unto thee of its own accord. 

44. "Not as a gift for thy pleasure. 

A sacred instrument 
Unto the hand most fitted 
By omniscience sent. 

45. "But child, another wish, 

Behind closed lips I see. 
Fear not to speak thy heart. 
But frankly unto me. 

46. ''As to thyself reveal 

The working of thy mind 
A path thy feet shall love 
For thee I yet may find." 

83 



